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"These things are no use, and they get in the way."

Although he was usually talkative, good-natured,

and merry, there were times when his eyes became

bloodshot and grew dim and fixed, like the eyes of

a dead person, and he would sit, huddled up in a

corner, morose and as dumb as his nephew.

"What Is the matter with you, Uncle Peter?'
"Let me alone!" he would say darkly and grimly.
In one of the little houses In our street there lived
a gentleman, with wens on his forehead, and the most
extraordinary habits; on Sundays he used to sit at the
window and shoot from a shot-gun at dogs and cats,
hens and crows, or whatever came in his way that did
not please him*    One day he fired at the side of "Good-
business"; the shots did not pierce his leather coat,
but some of them fell Into his pocket.   I shall never
' forget the Interested expression with which the boarder
regarded the dark-blue shots.    Grandfather tried to
persuade him to make a complaint about it, but, throw-
Ing the shots Into a corner of the kitchen, he replied:
"It is not worth while,"

Another time our marksman planted a few shots
In grandfather's leg* and he, much enraged, got up
a petition to the authorities, and set to work to get
the names of other sufferers and witnesses In the street;
but the culprit suddenly disappeared.

As for Uncle Peter, every time he heard the sound

slid          him in the house:
